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' SYNOPSIS.

Johm Vallant, a rich soelety favorits,
suddenly discovers that the Vallant cor-
poration, whish his futher tounded and

vich wiss the principal source of his
wealth, has fatled, He voluntarily turna
over his private fortune to the receiver
for the corporation. His entire remaining
pogscsalons copslst of an old molor car, ®a
wiitts bl dog and Damory court, A neg-
leciedd gstate ln. Virginia. On the way to

b ry court ha meets Bhirley Dand-
auburs-haired baauty. and de-

t he 18 going 1o Uke Vierginia im-
s fhirley's mother, Mra. Dand-
ridee. and Major Bristow ‘exchange rem-
inlscences during which it ia mevealed
that the major. Valiant's father, and n
man pamed re rivals for the
in her wyooth
a duel on her
pr was jdlled.
3 nurt OVEeTrRTUWN
spers and the bulld-
noglected condition

1y,

a vury much

to rehabilitat re and
muke 1 produce & | g for him
Vilinnt = ¢ Shirley from bite of o

snike, which bltes him
tondliness of the bHite, Shirley sucks the
am the wound ind saves hix {ife
ey iells her mother of the ineldent
anil the latter is strangely  moved at
henring that & Vallant ls again Hving at
Tuimory court,

CHAPTER XViI—Continued.
The major nodded, “Ab, yes" he
said. “The Contlnental prison-camp.”
‘And just over this rise there 1 can
e an old court-house, and the Vi
bolling under the
of lean raw-
| see o megsen-

1 Assembly
en tonguelashing

gold
boyed Patrick Henry.
ger znllop up and sca the mombers

geramble to thelr saddles—and then,
Tarleton and his red-coats streaming
ap, too late”

“WellY commentad the doctor delib-

€ ¥, “all 1 have to say 1s, don't
41 winllze toe much to Mrs. Poly
Gifford when vou mest hor.  She'll
have vou lecturing to the Ladles’

Chureh Guild before you know It
‘T hope you ride, !*\Z_r Valinnt ! the

latter ashied geniali)

“I'm fond of sald Vallant, “but
1 hn "

'l | 1] ned the ma-
. L

a cphancg 1o T

£ 3l pr
of pettleoats!™

“It's an annoaj afwier,™
major; “a kind of
many by the wa
held on a part of this
yvour will he
this

explained the
neclacle.  For
, it has been
egtate—perhaps
8 no obijection 1o s use
—pand at night there is a
diance at the Country Club. By the
wiiy, you musat let me introduce you
there—toworrow, I've taken the liberty
already of putting your name up”

Good lord!™ growled the
aside. "He counts himself young!
I'd reached your age, Bristow—"

“You'have," sald the mujor, nettied.
“Four vears ago!—As [ was saving,
Mr, Valiant, they ride for a prize. It's
a very ancient thing—I've seen refer-
ences to it In 4 colonlal manuseript
in the Byrd Library at Westover,
doubt it's come down directly from
the old jousts.™

“You don't mean to say” cried his
heprer in genulne astonlshment, “that
Virginia has a lineal descendant of the
tourney ™

The major nodded. "Yes, Certain
seotions of Kentucky used to have it,
too, but it has died out there. It
exists now only in this atate. It's
a curious thing that the old knightly
meetings of the milddle ages should
survive today omnly on American soll
sud in a corner of Virginia."

[octor Southall, mesnwhile, had set
his gaze on the litter of pamphiets, He

yenrs

It

turned with an appreciative eye.
“You're beginning in earnest. The
Agricultural Department. And the

Congressionnl frank.”

“I'm ulraid I'm a sad sketeh ns a
scientist,” laughed Valinnt "My
point of view has to be a somewhat
practical one. [ must be self-support-
ing. Damory Court is a big estate
It hae grain lands and foreut as waell
If my ancestors lived from It, | can.

it's not only that,' le went on more |

slowly, 1 want to make the most of
the place for its own sake, ton. Not
only of its possibilities lor ecurning,
but, of {ts natural beauties, 1 lack the
regonrces I onoe had, but 1 can give
it thought and work, and if they can
bring Domory Court back tp anything
even ramotely regembling what it once
was, U'll not spare either”

The major smote his knee und oven
the doector’s face showed a grim, if
trangient approval. ‘T belleve you'll
do It!" exclaimed the former. "“And
18t me say, sah, that the nelghbor-
hood 18 not unaware of the splendid
generogity which Is refponsible for
ihe present lack of which you speak.”

Vallant put out his hand with o
fittle gesture of depreeation. bhut the
other digregarded it. “Confound It,
sah, it was to be expooted of a Va-

doctor, |

No |

s -~

liant. Your ancestors wrote thelr
names In eapital letters . over this
country. They were an up and down
lot, but good or bad (and, as Southall
says, | reckon—he nodded toward the
great portralt above the couch—"they
weren't all Mitle woolly lambs) they
did big things in a big way."

Valiant lesned forward eagerly, &
question on his lips. But at the mo-
ment a diversion ocourred in the
shape of Uncle Jefferson, who re-en-
tered, bearing a tray on which set sun-
dry fugs and clinking glasses, glow-
Ing with white and green and gold.

“You old humbug,” sald the doctor,
“don’t you know the major's that pol-
soned with mint-juteps slready that he
can't got up before eight in the morn-
ing™

"Well, sih” tittered Uncle Jefler-
son, “Ah done foun' er mint-baid down
below de kitchens dis mawnin’. Yo'
all gommun’ 'bout de biggea' expuhis
in dis yeah eounty, en Ah reck'n
Mars' Vallant eho' 'sist on yo' sam-
plin’ et."

“Sah,” sald the major feelingly,
turning to his host, “I'm proud to
drink your health in the typical bev-
Erug of Virginia!" He touched
glassea with Valiant and glared at the
doctor, who was sipping his own
thoughtfully., *“Poems have been writ-
ten on the julep, sabh."

“They make good epitaphs, 100, ob-
served the doctor,

“l motlced your glass isn't going
begging” the major retorted, “Une'
| Jeffersan, that's as good mint as grew

in the gyarden of Eiden, See that
| those 1 zgars of vours don't grub
| the e by mistake.”
| “Yas, "guid Unele Jefergon, as
| he retired with the tray, “Ah gwine
ter put er fence aroun’ dat ar bald ‘fo’
sundown.'
| The question
| ¥

that bhad sprung to
now found utterance. 1
look nt the portrait there,”
to the major: "“Whiech of my

r got up and stood before
el-piece In a Napoleonic attl

le. “That" he sdld, fixing his eye-
x 1%, “i4 vour great-grandfather,

ll-loehn Val

Doy [l-John!" 1ed his host. “Yos,
I've heard the name"

1e doctor

reckon.

Ti gulfawed, “He earned
it 1 I never realized whatqa
ginister expression that missing optic
gives the old ruflan. There was a
gkirmish during the war on the hill
slde yonder and a bullet cut it out,

The Other Got Up and Stood Before
the Mantel-Piece in a Napoleonic
Attitude.

When we were boys we used to call
him ‘0Old OneEye.” "

"It Interests me enormously.” John
Valiant spoke exploslvely.

“The storles of DevilJoln would fill
a mighty big book,” sald the major
“By all accounts he ought to have,
lived in the middle sges.” Crossglng
the lbrary, he looked Into the dining-
room. “I thought I remembered. The
portrait over the console there is his
wife, your greatgrandmother. They
say he bet that when he brought his
bride home, she should walk Into Da-
mory Court befween rows of candle
sticks worth twenty-thousand dollars
He made the wager good, too, for
when she came up those steps out
there, there was o row of ten candles
burning on elther side of the doorway,
each held by a young slave worth a
thousand dollars in the market,

“Some say he grew jealous of his
wife's beauty. There were any num-
ber of storles told of his cruelties to
her that aren't worth repeating. She
died early = poor Ilady—and your
grandfather was the only issiie, Devll-
John Kimself lived to be past seventy,
and nt that age, when most men were
stacking thelr slns and groaning with
the gout, he was dicing and fox-hunt.
ing with the voungest of them. He

.

ryou know. The bolt glanced from the

always swors he would die with his
bools on, ind they say when the doc-
tor told him be had only a few hours
leeway, he made his slaves dress him
completely and prop him on his horse.
They galloped out so, & negro on
elther side of him, It was 8 stormy
night, black as the Earl of Hell's rid-
ing-boots, with wind and lghtning,
and he rode cursing at both. There's
an old black-gum tree & mile from
here that they still eall Devil-John™
trep They were just passing under
it when the lightnlng struck it. Light
ning has no effect on the black-gum,

tree and gtruck him between the two
slaves without hdrming elther of
them. It killed his horse, too. That's
the story. To be sure st this date
nobody can separate fact from fle-
tion.” Possibly he wasn't so much
worse than the rést of his nelghbors
—not excepting the parsons. ‘Other
times, other manners."”

“They weren't any worse than the
present generatlon,” said the doctor
malevolently. “Your four bottle men
then knew only claret: now they pun-
Ish whiskey-straight.”

The major buried his nose in his
julep for a long moment before he
looked at the doclor blandly. 1 agrée
with you, Bristow,” Le sald: “but it's
the firat time 1 ever heard you admit
that much good of your ancestors.”

“Good!" sajd the doctor belligerent-
ly. “Me? I'don't! T sald people now
were no better. As for the men of
thit time, they were a cheap sWagger-
ing lot of bullles and swash-buciklers.
When I read history: I'm aghamed to
be descended from then.”

“I deslre to inform you, sah,” sald
the major, stung, “that 1 too am a da-
geendant of those bullies and swosh-
bucklers, as you eall them. And 1
wish from my heart I thought we, now-
conld held a tallowdip to

avs

them.™

| blinked

“You refer, no doubt,” said the uue-
tor with sarensm, “to our friend Devil-
Johin and’ his ideal treatment of his
wife!™

“No, sah,” replied the major svarm-
Iy, “I'm mot referring to Devil-John
There were exceptions, fo doubt, but
for the most part they treated their
women folk as I believe their Maker
made them to be treated! The man
who failed in hig courtesy there, mh.|
was onlled to account for it. He was
mighty apt to find himsell standing In
the cool dawn at the butt-end of a—"

He broke off and coughed. There
wns an awkward pause in which he
st down hiz glass nolslly and rose
and stood before the open bookcase,
“l envy you this, sah” he sald with
gomewhat of haste. “A fine old col-
lection. Dless my soul, what a curious
volume!"

As he spoke, hls hand jerked out a
heavy-looking leather-back. Vallant,
who had risen and stood beside him,
gnw ingtantly that what he had drawn
from the shell was the moroego case
that held the risted dueling-plstol! In
the major's hands the brokem box
opened. A sudden startled look darted
across his leonine face. With smoth-
ered exclamation he thrust it back
botween the books and closed the
plass door.

Valiant had paled, His previous
finding of the weapon had escaped his

mind, Now he read, as clearly as if
it had heen printed in black-letter

across the sunny wall, the signiflcance
of the major's confusion. That weap-
on had been In his father’s hand when
be faced his opponent In that fatal
duel! 1t finshed across his mind ag
the doetor lomged for his hat and stiek
and got to his feet,

"Come, Bristow,” said the Intter irri-
tably. “Your feet will grow fast to
the floor presently. We mustn't talk a
new neighbor to death. T've got to see |
n patient at six.”

CHAPTER XVII,

John Vallant Asks a Question.

Valiant went with them to the
oter door. A painful thought was
fiooding his mind, It hampered his
speech and it was only by a violent
offort that he found voice:

“One moment! There is a question
I would ke to ask.™

Both gentlemen had turned upoh the
gteps and as they faced him he
thought n swilt glance jnssed between
them, They waited courteously, the
doctor with his habitual frown, the
major's hand fumbling for the black
ribban on his waistcoat.

“Hince 1 eame here, I have heard”
—his tone wits uneven—"of a duel In
vhich my father was a princlpal.
There was such-a meeting?”

“rhere was," sald the doetor after

the slightest pause of surprise. “Had
you known nothing of it
" WMWJ

‘WAS FIRST AMERICAN BANK
Boston Institution That issued $400,
000 In Berip In 1714 In Accorded
That Honor,

The first bapk In Ameriea, located
onh Siate street, Boston, loaned money
on renl estate, personal property and
imperishable merchandise, though it
had pot the privilege of

money, then a prerogative of the Bay
Stale colony. After o few yenrs Bos-
ton'a first branch discontinued bual
ness and wos started fn 1714, ten
vears after the Orat newspaper waa

fssuing

tutlons found it as Impossible to com:
pele with the “hills of eredit" Issued
by nearly every colony as It would be
today to rival tho government in mint-
ing money. All this paper money rap
idly depreciated In value, owing to the
constant and heavy expenditure for
military movements of offense and de
fense aguinst the Caoadinn French
and their [ndian allles.

In; 1782, during the revolution, the
Bank of North Amerjca of Philadel-
phia rételved n charter from congress,
and lts operations In the Bay Brate in.
spired the establishment of the Bank
of Massachusetts in March, 1784, an
Institution which is still In operation
as the First Natlonsl bank of Boston,
—National Magasino,

. TP
“"‘"-“"—"M id%e Wosati”
el {nterest (o sooinl and arehiso-

noll, & well known and distingulshed
Greek seholnr. Aeschylus himself su-
perintended the reprégetitation of this
play o the famous theater of Syra-
pune 2,400 years ago.

Aft« much negotiations the marquis
has oblained the permit to open the
theater next spring. n Clcero’s day’
the thenter seated 40,000, Tt is ett in
the rock a littie way above the town
and the various tiers are wonderfully
well preserved.

Fire !Iapj;od Church 8ervice.
The sermon woas stopped whon the
Rev, 0. J. Whitehead, viear of South
Newlngton, five miles from Hanbury,
Oxfordshire, Kogland, was informed
that the vicarage wus on fire. Ha gro-

“Absolutely nothing.”

The major cleared his throat. *“It
was gomething he might natvrally not
have made a record of,” ho said. “The
two had been friends, and it—it was
a fatal encounter«for the other. The
doctor and I were your father's seo-
onds.”

There was & moment’s silence be-
fore Valiant spoke again. When he
did his volce was steady, though drops
had sprung to his forehead. *“Was
there any circumstance in that meet-
jug that might be consirued as re-
flecting on his—honor?”

“Good God, no!™ sald the major ex-
plosively. |

“On hig bearing as a gentleman?™

There was a hiatus this time In
which he conld hear his heart beat
In that slngleé exclamation the major
seemed to have exhausted his vocabn-
lary. He was looking at the ground.
It was the doctor who spole at last,
in a sllence that to the man In the
doorway welghed like a hundred at-
mospheres,

“No!" he said bluntly. “Certainly
not. What put that into your head?”

When he was alone in the library
Vallant opened the glase door and
took from the shelf the morocco ease.
The old shiver of repugnance ran over
him at the very touch of the leather.
In the farthest corner was a low com-
mode. He sat the case on this and
moved the big tapestry screen acroas
the angle hiding it from view.

L ] L] . - L] - L] L]

In the great hall at Damory Court
the candles in their brass wall-sconces
back from the polished par-
guetry and the shining fire-dogs, fill-
Ing the rather solemn gloom with an
alr of warmth and creature-comfort,
Leaning against the newel-post, Va-
liant gazed anbout him. How different
it aull looked from the night of his
coming!

He hegan to walk up and down the
floor, teasing pricks of restlessness
urging hinw Fle opened the door and
passad Into the unlighted dining-room.
On the sideboard set a silver loving-
cup that had ‘artived the day before
in & huge box with his books and
knick-linacks. He had won it at polo.
He lifted it, hngering ils carved han-
dles, He remembered that when that
partieular score had been made, Kath.
arine Farge had sat in one of the
drags ut the sideline.

But the memory evoked no thriil
Instead, the thought of her palely-cold,
passionless beauty called up another
mobile thoroughbrad face instinet with
quick flaghings of mirth and hauteur.
Again he felt the flerce cluteh of small
fingers, as they fought with hig in that
struggle for his life. Bach line of
that face stood before him—the arch-
ing brows, the cameo-delicacy of pro-
file, tho magnolia skin and bair fdke &
brown.gald cloud across the sun.

He stepped down to the graveled
drive and followed it to the gite, then,
barcheaded, took the Red Road.
Along this highway he had rattled in
Uncle Jefferson’s orazy hack—with
her red rose In his hand. The musky
scent of the pressed leaves in the book
in his pocket seemed to be all abbut
Ttim,

The odor of living roges, In fact, was
In the air. It came on (he Bcarce-
folt breeze, a heavy calling perfume.
Heo walked on, keeping the road by the
migty infiltrating shimmer of the
stars, with a gengation rather of glid-
ing than of walking, It occurred to
him that 1f, ns sclentists say, colors
emit sound-ones, scents also should
possess a music of their own: the
honeysuckle fragrance, maybe—soft
mellow fluting as of dlminutive wind-
instruments; the farfaint sickly odor
of lilles—the upper register of faery
viollng: thfs epley breath of roses—
blending, throbbing chords like elfin
echoes of an Itallan harp. The fancy
pleased him; he could imasgine the
perfume no in the air carrled with
it nn under-musig, Iike a ghostly harp-
ing.

It came to him at the same ingtant
that this was no mére fancy. Some.
where in the languorous night a harp
wng belng played, He paused and [is-
tened Intently, then went ‘on toward
tha sound. The roge seeént had grown
stronger; it was almost in thatl heavy
alr, as if ho wore breasting an etherinl
gen of attar. He felt as if he were
treading on a path of roseleaves,
down which the increasing melody
flowed erimsonly to him, calling, call-
Ing.

He stopped stock-still. He had been
slirting a close-cropped hedge of box,
This had ended abruptly and he was
Jooking stralght uwp & bar of green-
yellow radinnce from a double doors
way. The Iatter opgned on a porch
and the light, flung ncross this,
drenched nn arbor of cllmbing roses,

D s

making it stand out a mass of woven
rubles set in emerald.

He drew a lopg sigh of more than
delight, for frumed in the doorway he
saw a flgure in misty white, leaning to
the gilded upright of a harp, He
knew at once that it was Shirley.
Holding his breath, he came closer, his
feet muffled in the thick grass. He
stood in the dense obscurity, one
hand gripping the guarled limb of
a catalpa, his eyes followlng the
ghapely arms from wrist to shoulder,
the fingers straying across the strings,
the bending oheek caressing the
carved wood. She waa playing the
melody of Shelley's "Indian Serenade”
—touching the chords softly and' ten-
derly—and his lips moved, molding
themselves soundlessly to the words.

The serenade dled in a single long
note. As if In answer to it there rose
a flood of bird-music from beyond the
arbor—jets of song that swelled and
rippled to a soaring melody. BShe
heard it, too, for the graclle fingers
fell from the strings, She listened a
moment, with head held to one side,
then sprang up and came through the
door and down the steps.

He hesitated a moment, then a gin-
gle stride took him from the shadow.

CHAPTER XVIIL
Beyond the Box-Hedge,

As he greeted her, his gaze plunged
deep Into hers. She had recoiled a
atep, startled, to recognize him al-
most instamtly. He noted the shrink-
fng and thought it due to a stabbing
memory of that forest-horror. His first
words were prosale enough:

“I'm an unconscionable trespasser,”
he said, “IL must seem awfully prow-
1y, but I dido’t realize 1 was on pri-
vate property till I passed the hedge
there.”

Az her hahd lay In his, a strange
fancy atirred In him: in that wood-
meeting she had seemed something
witoh-like, the wilfnl spirit of the pas-
glonate spring herself, mixed of her
nerial essences and jungle wilder-
nesses; in this scented dim-1it cloge she
was grave-eyed, subdued, a paler pen-
sive woman of under Lail-guessed sad-
neages and hawnting meods. With her
to slip from her like a garment. She
laughed Hghtly.

“1 love to prowl myself, [ think
sometimes I Hke the night better than

What He Had Drawn From the Shelf
Was the Morocco Case That Held
the Rusted Dueling-Pistol!

the day. I belleve In one of my In-
‘carnations I must have been a pan-
ther."”

They both laughed. “T'm growing
guperstitious about flowers,” he sald.
“You know a roge flgured in our first
meeting. And in our last—"

Bhe shrank momentarily. “The cape
jessamines! 1 shall always think of
that when [ see them!"

“Ah, forgive me!" he begged. “But
when 1 remember what you did—for
me! Ob, I know! But for you, I must
have dled."”

“But for me you wouldn't have
been bitten. But don't let’s talk of it.”
She shivered suddenly.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Not There for Experiment.

Edith and Flora wers passing thelr
summer vacation in the country, “

“Do you know,” sald Hdith, “that
voung farmer tried to kiss me. He told
me that he had never klesed any girl
Before,”

“What did you tell' him?" 'asked
Flora,

“Why." replied Edith, “T told him I
wane no agrioultural experiment sta-
tion."—Harper's Bazaar, ¥

~ T T N
HER . RIGHTS IN THE HOME
Woman Contends That Wife's Services
Ars Warth More Than Food and
Ralment—Her Remedy.

Is & woman's lite worth only her
food and clothing? In every position
on earth, except that of a wife, a per-
son 18 entitled o wages. A wife gen-
ornlly does all that o servant would do,
and a great deal more, works more
hours a day than = man and goes
through ordeals that are almost beyond
human endurance, yet many wives do
andure this for half & century with
only enough to eat and keep them

Extract from a letter written by =a
woman on the subject of a wife's ex-
penditures, in Farm and Fireside,

Ename! Chips In Sausages.

M, Martel, chief of the veterinary
department of the Parlsa board of
health hns just made n report on
suusage manufacty which con-
Interesiing revelations.

answer, however, this gravity seemed |

.| flakes has the delicious

Probably Station Master Laughed a
Little Before He Knew He Had
the Best of the Joke. |

“Look here” sald the trayeler to
the raflway station master, “don't you
think that thing ls rather dangerous
where—" : ’

“Ah!” interrupted the offcial, who
had just been promoted, “you've no-
tioed that barrow, have yom, sir?
You'rs going to make a suggestlon
sbout the place where it Gught to
stand, I suppose? Might I go on, Bir,
and nak your opinion about the posi-
tion of the ticket ofice? Do you think
the slgnal box {5 in the right place?
Shouldn't the station master's house
be shifted a few yards farther weat?
Any opinlon you would like to ex-
press, sir, shall have immediate atten-
tion."

The traveler went away, and the
station master turned round triumph-
antly to the conductor of & traln walt-
ing in'the siding.

“Ha, ha!" ha laughed. ““Did you ses
the sport I had with that old nuisance?
I soon shut him up.”

“I'm not so sure of that,” replied the
eonductor. “You see, he's the traflic
manager."—London Tit-Bita.

Selfish Optimiam.

Dr. Chauncey M. Depew, at a dinner
to the earl of Kintore in New York,
was declaring grayvely that the bill
which grants free canal tolls to Amer
{can coastwise shipping must be re-
pealed under pain perhaps of war,
when a constwise shipper shouted joo-
| ularly:

“Oh, be an optimist, doctor.”

“Be an oplmigt, eh?" said Dr. De-
pew. ‘“Well, thera's too much op
tUmism already—ioo much optimism
of a certain kind."
| " What s an optimist, sir? a little

boy onoa asked me.

“*An optimist, sonny,’ I replled, ‘is a
man who doesn't care what happens,
so long as it doesn't happen to him.'"

Boftened.
“Why didn't you whip your dog?”
“Beaause when I started in to whip
him he licked me."”

Certainly Not.
“] don't wnate any time on anything
don't understand.” /é
“Then you never eat hash[

Quite the Contrary.
“Is the craze for colorad hair dying
out?”
“On the contrary, it is dyeing in”

For a Rainy Day.
“Does your wife try to put anything
by for & rainy dag?”
“Yes, she is saving a rainbow wig."

Both Ways.
“That was n raw deal he got.”
“Yes, but you must confess It was
well done.”

Orators have been known (o con-
vince others without convinelng
themselves,

The average married man Is the
kind of husband that makes the nelgh-
bors feel sorry for his wife.

Most of us think we know a lot of
people that his gatanic majesty doesn’t
have to waste any time running after.

Paintings are never hung until after
they have been executed.

However, a good man lsn't necessar-
ily a desirable naighbor.

e
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GOT INFORMATION TOO LATE|

The Handy Man. .

Cuthbert Pipwhistle waited i pal-
pitating silence for Gervangeline te
angwer the great question he had just
put 1o her. Would she say: “Yea,
Cuthbert,” or would she prefer to re-
main Miss Smith?

stowly Gervangeline turned her pe-
roxide head around anddgued into
the young man's eyes. Cithbert took
her hand.

“Do you play cards for money?' she
asked impressively.

“No, sald Cuthbert, Iying Hke a
here, “But if 1 did 1 would win a
Jot of money at the moment.”

“How s0, dear Cuthbert?"

“Just look what a ripping hand I
hold!™

Her besutiful head dropped on to
his shoulder.

Sacrifice.

“You are not willing to give up the
slightest selfish pleasure!™ sald she.

“You wrong me,” replied he. "F used
to be very fond of bicycle riding and 1
gave it up years ago.”

Painful Process.

Little Prescott had been leaning ont
of an upsmi? window.

“Come away from the window, son,”
his father aid sternly. “You might
fall out and get o hump on you back
—liko the camels you saw yesterday.”

The little oy was s!lcm[ for a few
minutes. Then he asked: “Futher,
do all the little camels have to fall
ont of the window to gat their
humps?*

TORTURING TWINGES

Much so-called rheumatism is cansed
by weakened kidoeys. When the kid-
neys fail to clear the blood of uric acid,
the zeid forms into orystals like bits
of broken glass in the muscles, joints
and on the nerve casings. Torturing
paing dart through ths affectsd part
whensver it is moved. By curing the
kidneys, Doan's Kidney Pilla have
eased thousands of rheumatic cases,
lumbago, sciatica, gravel, npeuralgia
and urinary disorders.

AN INDIANA
CASE

M. C. Walkar, 893
Grand Ave, Con-
neraviile, Ind., says:
“For ten years 1
hed muscular rheu-
matiem. 1 waa Inid
up in bed and
couldn't move o
Himb, Plasters and
hot applications
falled. The fArst box
of Doan's Eldnery
Filla hiclped mo andf.
two more bexes par-
manently cured me.'

DOAN’S Kiiuer
€0, BUFFALO, N. Y.

BoATMEN'S
BA.NK St. Louis

Oldest Bank in Missouri

We shall be pleased to confer
with Bankers contemplating a
change in their St. Louis ac-
counts by reason of the Fed-
eral Reserve Act, Our facil-
ities are unexcelled.

CAPITAL and SURI’I-];G

$3,000,000

Smiles

- U show
with ost Toasties.

And why not, when
the famous “toastie”
flavor begins opera-
tions!

There's a deal of skil
required in  cookin
tousting theso, thin Vit of
corn so that every one of
the'millions of crinkly

2

Toasties taste that invites
one to call for more.

Post Toasties come id
ae_aled dpuhggs—-hesh.
cnsp appelizing —

Ready to eat with
or good: wilk, and 4

sugar if you

car Atk e
nsld:a:n:' rurl? :c'ttw bdal '.' :
K ok I nEee. . L
tebol otuge - LT M 9
‘;l{é:.:-" P n{ %ia:l 000
wil uu‘:l.“' : o

| Small Missouri Farm

YOUR KODAK PICTURES

Made clearer, brighter and e
will pay for one roll, 6 ¢ res, developed
and printed—any sise. ia is & trial offer,

EVERS & MUENCH
806 Chestnut 8t 8L Louls

RARE AUTOMOBILE BARGAINS

3 harguins ean sometl mes medb{wr—
E:lﬂﬁ 'Ek‘r:aui-ﬁ-? "0 L o carcan fru
g teado In
fant

"fmu &1 w, mnd yob & 4 Y-
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MOON MOTOR CAR €0., 4400 M. Maln 8L, 5. Louls

A i,
H s st oo 1 gt

REBUILT DORRIS CARS

These ba: taken in curs
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S o a1 ker g
M. of ‘mma 0&00!_! ANE Can
4100 Avenus  Bt. Louls, Missourd
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